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Familiar ANSWER 
\ 10 


A Familiar LETTER. 


R. Smed altho' Tm preſs'd with Cares, 
Thy Lovely Lives command my Ears; 
Her Lewities I can't refuſe 
So Gay, ſo wanton is thy Musz, 

By Nature form'd for two great Eads 

At once to Smile, and pleaſe your Friends, 


Rude or Unbred you cannot be 
Thou'rt welcome Jonathan to me; 
Whether you come by Day or Night, 


Whether yqy chuſe to ſpeak or write, 
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But when you write I own 'tis ſweetet᷑ 
And chiefly when you write in Metre. 


Check not your Afr/c's tow'ring flight, 
Nor do not think before you write. 
Thy Lines with ſo much Muſick fall, 
That they require no thought at all. 
Fl What tho my Hours Important are 
fs With Glorious Peace or Lawful Ware ? | 
F Til make Peace W ar, or War a Peace — 


Juſt as Dr. F 2 {hall pleaſe. 


| 

* By all Means, let her write in haſte 
In ſpight of Judzment and of Tuſte. 

. For what have either Sir to do 
1 Either with what you write ; or You, 
; Tho S:tences by Modern Thought 
Are to a big Perſection brought, 


And are my Fav'rites, yet of Courſe 
Thy Lines have fifty times their force. 
| E 
en once upon your Style I look, ; 


| op bear another Book. 
Whether recorded be the Lore 


Of all the Writers heretofore. 


A Letter coming from Kin ſale 
Not w! — O Lord it cannot fail. 
What tho' the Climate's Cloudy there 2 
Tou are the Sun that clears their Air; 
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Diſperſes all their Fogg ard Vapour 
By Magick of your Pen on Paper; 
The ihining Gleams of what you think 
Make ſhining Verſe and ſhining Ink. 
So that the Clouds of Courſe muſt fly 
When you look upwards to the Sky. 
Ii hat you of Stocks and Bubbles tell, — 
Im glad your Wife and Childrex's well. 


May your ſweei Muſe for ever Chime 


Don't fink your Love for me and Rhzme. 
Ar! rather fink your Love for me, 
Than quit your 'Thoughts of Poetry, 

For ſhou'd you ſink your Rhime to Proſe, 
Oh! what a Bard the World wou'd loſe, 


res tis to me that at Rynſale 
Your Claret's bad and worſe your Ale? 
And ſhou'd be vext were not your Ren 
As good as is in Chriſtendom. 
Tod bleſs the Ring you ſay. Amen, 
i ſay, God eſs the King agen. 


Now Faith Iown I'm in a huff 
You call your Poem triflinz Stuff, 
To ſay ſuch things is moſt provoking ! 
And ſo, L hope you were but joking, 
cannot bear you ſhou'd abuſe 
So delicate and Chaſt a Muſe, * 
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| Of Garth ang Ebilips is] on, 


8 
He's clear, fhe's ſweet, ſhe's pure, ſhe's Terſe, 
Sound is ber Senſe, and ſmooth her Verſe, 
With Female ſoftneſs, Manly Liner, 
At once ſhe languiſhes and ſbines. 
And truly Sir Tm of your Mind 
Old Bards are not of Claſick kind. 
But Poy and Pope and Addiſon, 
And Garth and Weſfted are Ion? 
Peg certainly it mult be ſo, 
For you fly high, and they fly low. 


Preſent my Love to Griffy Beven, 
And to the other Six or Seven : 
And to the Joker Bowler Billy, 
Tell them if they to Pickadilly 
Shou d come with you, they all ſhould find 
How well I am to Jokes inclin'd 


Once more tin not before you Write, 
Upon my Soul "twill ſpoil you quite. 
A Plague o this Corr effed. Ae 
That you ſhou'd fear it! ſtirs my Rage; 
For if this Age does ſtand Corre&ed, 
By you it ought to be neglected ; 
Who paſs your curious well ſpent Time 


In high [weld Verſe, and Modern Rhime; 


What you have ſaid of Addiſon, 
5” Cor- 
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Correct, and ſhews the Hotteſt Fire, 
That &er a Genius did inſpire, 

Tickle and Welſted, you purſue, 

In Style correct, and Manner new, ? 
N bich none beſides yourſelf cou'd db. F 


Your Judgraent of our State appears, 

Ia what you've ſaid of State Affairs. 
For which I with you'd come and ſtand 
A whule to eaſe thy 
And thus you'll give your Friend ſuch eafe 
As Atlas gave to Hercules. 


——— 


I know you, Sir, you've too good Senſe 
Io truſt at all to Providence; 
And therefore like a Man of Wiſdome 
Woud rather truſt to Mine than his Dome: 
hs upon it Sir, TIl diſh up 

our Worſhip to a Dean or Biſhop. 


POSTSCKIFP TI. 


You tell me Smed that you'll withdraw - 

To Ireland, there to go to Law. 

You cannot, muſt not, Sir, be Wile, 

And Smoak your Pipe and draw your Ld ng 


FINIS. 


? The Meaning of this depende upon a Private Stenz, which at pre- 
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